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''Cheer up, Wakeel," I suggested, ''those are Turkish
soldiers."

Presently I saw them lift their weapons and aim at
the opposite hill among whose big rocks and clefts no
Bedouins were, however, to be seen. Further shots
echoed across the valley until a bugle rang.

By this time both of us decided to inquire about the
safety of the road. A polite officer, busy recalling his
men, in a most nonchalant fashion as though the incident
were very ordinary, cried: "You are quite safe, Hajis,
the robbers have run away/*

Our path followed the bottom of a ravine for a
good way, and along the sharply-outlined mountain
crests we periodically discovered further forts.

The ekram gave me very little protection from the
sun and I could feel how my skin was being scorched
even in the early morning. Below two of the castles I
saw travellers* wells* They were only pits in the hard
soil, but in each case a Saifer Khan or Pilgrim hostel
built of mud stood by their side. Here placid Arabs
offered coffee which despite its heat proved a most
delightful drink during a desert ride.

We must have ridden about twenty miles from Jeddah
and the afternoon had already come when the trail
turned behind a rise and I looked on two huge pillars
about thirty feet in height. They were of whitewashed
masonry eight or ten feet square at the base and re-
sembled Egyptian obelisks save that they did not taper.
Many chippings and marks of weathering by desert
gales showed that the structure must be very old, but